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Henkka sank into the couch next to Marko and sighed. He fished out a pack of cigarettes from his pants and lit 
one. He shook the pack towards Marko to offer him one but the bassist shook his head. 


Marko studied the keyboardist. Henkka had been with them for three months and usually happy around him. 


This time, however, he looked small and dejected. He leaned in and nudged Henkka's shoulder. 
"What's up?" 
Henkka took a deep drag of his cigarette. "Nothing." 


Marko snorted and finished off his beer in one gulp. "Right. So this long face is just a new phase? Out with it, 
Henkka. There's nothing that | haven't heard before at this point" 


The keyboardist stared at the checkered bus carpet and sighed. "Have you..have you ever liked someone and 
couldn't think of anything to tell them? Only to feel like shit for liking them in the first place, like you shouldn't 
feel this way for them, and didn't deserve something so wonderful?" 

Marko blinked a couple times before chuckling. "Is that all?" 

Henkka started to get up off the couch and Marko stopped him midway. 

"Wait, | wasn't trying to make fun of you. Sit back down, please?" 

Henkka sank back down into the couch, his head hanging. 

"To answer your question, yes | have. Well, not exactly all of the circumstances but definitely the first part." 


Henkka looked up at Marko in shock. "You have? How.how did you deal with it? Did you tell him..them?" 


"Yeah." Marko sighed. "I told him and even kissed him, but in the end | left the band anyway. When | came back, 


we'd grown up enough that it wasn't a problem anymore. 

"Wait, you had feelings for a Sonata member? Was it Tommy?" 

Marko shook his head and sighed. "Tony" 

Henkka swallowed hard. "Tony? You.you kissed Tony?" 

"Yeah, it was years ago. Way back when we were first starting out" He smiled a little. " fell pretty hard" 


The keyboardist licked his lips. "But.but you don't still have feelings for him? Not that its any of my 


business..\'m just curious." 


Marko chuckled. "I'll always have feelings for Tony; it's not something that goes away ever. It's just not as." He 


waved his hands. “all-consuming as it was before." 

Henkka nodded. "That makes sense. So you, um, kissed him? Did he..did he push you away?" 

"Not at first, later though. Tony said he was flattered but not interested. Being young and stupid, | got angry 
and quit the band. All they knew was | had to do my civic duty, but Tony knew the real reason | think | might 
have hurt him, though you'll never hear him admit that" 


"Oh: 


Marko sighed and turned toward Henkka. "You like him, don't you?" 


Henkka played with the shortened cigarette between his fingers. "Yeah. He's just..he's just so amazing. | feel 
stupid for even looking at him, watching his every movement. He's gorgeous and I'm just this flabby, odd 
shaped thing." 


"Well, beauty can come in all forms. Just because you don't look like a skinny model, doesn't mean that you 


aren't attractive." 


Henkka snorted and stubbed out his cigarette in the ashtray. "Yeah right, that's just what you pretty people 


say to guys like me to make us feel better.” 

"Maybe, but | don't think like that. I've seen enough people who are stunningly beautiful be complete assholes - 
they're the really ugly ones to me. I'm more interested on how they carry themselves, what they're like 
around me." 


"You are?" 


Marko smiled at Henkka. "| am. | don't think you're ugly at all. You're an awesome keyboardist and make Tony 


happy to have someone to bounce ideas off. That makes you beautiful to me." 
Henkka turned away to stare at the floor. He bit down on his lip and swallowed the lump in his throat. 


Marko reached over to stroke back the hair that had fallen over Henkka's face. "You are beautiful, Henkka 
Never let anyone Tell you differently." 


Marko grinned. "So, can | kiss you now or do we need to talk some more?" 
Henkka looked up at Marko and gaped. "Kiss? You want to ki..." 


He wasn't able to get out anything else, Marko's lips pressed against his own making it impossible. Henkka just 
sat there, still trying to comprehend that Marko was really kissing him. Was he dreaming? 


Marko pulled Henkka closer to him on the couch, arms wrapping tightly around Henkka's solid form, protecting 
and coveting him. Henkka sighed and kissed back against Marko's greedy lips, quieting the questions filling his 


mind once and for all. 


After a time, they broke apart gasping for breath. Henkka's eyes stared pass Marko's face at the wall, unable 
to meet his eyes. 


Marko stroked the side of Henkka's face, tracing along the beginnings of Henkka's beard. Henkka leaned into the 
rough, bassist hand and moaned. Marko grinned and reached up to cup Henkka's face with both hands so that it 


was facing him again. 


"See? | told you were beautiful to me. | never kiss...” 

Henkka cut off Marko's words with a kiss of his own. Marko let Henkka push him back against the couch and 
lead the kiss. Henkka's tongue licked Marko's lips, prompting him to open his mouth. Little swipes at Marko's 
tongue made the bassist's heart race and kiss back harder. Tiny keyboard playing hands grabbed at Marko's 
shirt, desperate and needy to feel the skin below. 

Marko broke the kiss. "Wait..." 

"Fuck, you were just leading me on? Screw you!" 

Marko grabbed Henkka's arm. "No, | wasn't! What | was trying to say before you fucking interrupted me, was if 
you want to do that, then we need to find a less public place. The back room of bus has a locking door. That 
would do the trick" 

"Oh.right. Sorry about that" 


Marko rolled his eyes and hauled himself up from the couch. He reached a hand out to Henkka. "Coming? Or do 


| have to carry you?" 
"Um, yeah." 


He grabbed Marko's hand and was pulled up from the couch in one fell swoop. He shied away from Marko's 


intense stare to look at the ground. 


Marko grinned at the display. "Damn, I'm going to have to break you in. Can't have you blushing when I'm trying 


to go down on you" 
Henkka glanced up through his hair and blushed. "Yeah" 

Marko leaned in and kissed Henkka on the cheek "Its going to be fun, | promise. 

Henkka chuckled and leered at Marko. "So are we going to fuck now or do we need to talk more?" 


The bassist pulled Henkka closer to his side and interlocked their fingers together. "No, the talking is done. Now 


its time for you to lose your mind to sensation." 


Henkka followed Marko out of the room and switched off the lights. "I was hoping you'd say that." 


THE END 


